WINTER 2019 
AWAKEN 


A Letter from the Editor... 


Receemer is full of talented artists. Regardless of form, their craft is always improving and speaking life into our community. 
Over the past semester, the Quest Team has been able to come alongside and publish these amazing artists. 

Spring isa time of rebirth and new life thus an awakening of new art and inspiration. 

With that in mind, I am so pleased to present to you, Quest spring 2019, 


Isabelle Moyano 


ARTISTS 


Kristen Borgdorff 
‘Theresa Kornelsen 
Kamaria Quinn 
Rena Lugtigheid 
Simone Bos 


Front Cover By: Kristina Snell 


WRITERS 


Kristen Borgdorff 
Magda Teeuwsen 
Renessa Visser 
Natalie Lantz 
Lauryn Francisco 
Nathan Lise 


Kristen Borgdoeff 


blooming thoughts encourage shifting perspective / 
desiring growth moulds creative bliss! 

head in the clouds? more like mind full of lowers / 
‘mindful of flowers and the way they bloom 


Image By: Theresa Kornelsen. 


i® re) may eas Ney 


‘Complementarity 
Rena Lugtigheid 


“The Present 
Renessa Visser 


My sight dipped into the dark 
‘And all the world washed aveay. 


You hide yourself between the spaces 

Between the meshwork of clouds 

and among the arms ofthe earth 

you hang. 

‘Oh, ifonly I could see you now. 

My eyes cannot blur the light and dark, 
cannot see half the wonders 

‘That sing inthe night, 

through the rain, 

and in the mud, 


“The glow of an extended sunset 


Slides and unspools 
In the dust around my breath. 


‘The light yawns and shutters 

‘And surges again in the morning 
‘Oh, wrap me in this warmth 
And I, too, will thaw, 


door left open 
Natale Lantz 


His chest quaked with a sudden breath 
A huge breath in 

breathing out 
wonder 

‘i wonder what thoughts crossed his mind 
death ait so strong now is it 
the surprise of his awake 
our saviour 


Alive, 


At Least 
Kristen Borgdortf 


and some days when itll fels like too much i look up atthe sky and i am reminded of just how small 
‘am. and that used to terrify me. but not i think of how stars are still beautiful after they burn out, 
and how pluto keeps spinning even though she wes rejected. and how space is big and iam small and 
‘even though iam entitled to my feelings ~ maybe ican make it though. a least one more trip around 
the sun, 


Honeysuckle 
Lauryn Francisco 


‘Tonight isa heavy kind of night 
Air thick with smoke and humidity and possibilities 

This is a headlights on the road, foot on the gas kind of night 

Tell me, have you ever felt like the eye of a hurricane? 

Like the wax ofa lit candle? Have you ever torn yourself apart 
‘Trying to feel whole? 

This is a honeysuckle night, this is 

‘A misty pond, crescent moon kind of night 

‘his is salt on the air, on my palms, 

Eyes in the rearview mirror and elbows on the window ledge 

Tell me if your eyelids droop, and I'll take the wheel 

‘This is hair sticking to the back of your neck, 

Waves licking at your feet, 

Streetlamps flickering on as the clouds fade into black, 

‘The last cal of the night. 


Aportrait 
‘Magna Teeuwsen 


For are 
‘we all not simply 

Remnants of Eden? — 

Dusty images of the world as it once was 
‘The mud sticking to our skin 

Like stardust never would 

‘We are fossils from Eden 

Clay people -- holy dirt 


‘The Long Walk Back 
Nathan Lise 


‘You are left alone. 


‘White noise fills you 
the door closes, louder 
than it opened 


‘You contempate 
your blank slate 
notice the dust 
in the alr, 
playing with sunlight 
Ithas more life than you right now, 
RUN, PUNCH, KICK, YELL, SHOUT, 
‘no, you stnad there. 


head down 
cry. 


‘The Quest Team was deeply saddened to be made aware of a misprint in the last 
edition of Quest. Our sincere apologies to both Nathan Lise and Lauryn Fransisco for 


this error. As follows are the poems in their correct form. We look forward to pub- 


liskign mroe from these great writers! 


‘The Growlers 
Nathan Lise 


It starts before you came, 
remember? 


‘Oh, you oflittle faith. 


How can you find this house 
ahome? 


‘True Gregorian Nothing 
Nathan Lise 


in this monastery 
on a hill far away, 

far away from any place that I would ever start describing, 
I sleep without words to tell you how 

the dreams I dream are fragments, listless like my day, 

-as far as you will ever know- 

‘They connect me. 

But you, sitting exactly where you are- 

reading words precisely infront of you- 

this page, this text, this font- 

You can categorise, you can analyse, you can say- 

Size 12. Times New Roman. Written by Joshua Jacobus Verburg, 
Yet I exist beyond here, 

unspoken 

free to be 

in restless halls or 

pleasant fields or 

inside the earth 

or alone or 

none of them. 

Do I live in a monastery? 

Do Ilive in the sea? 

How do you know? 

How does it feel- 

to be bound to the page? 


Ob, but I am a wanderer, 
‘Natura Manet ‘My soul belongs to the trees and the mountains, 
Lauryn Francisco To the froth ofthe sea and the whistle 

Of the wind through the leaves. 

Tama nomad, 

Roaming intrepidly over the hills, 

Searching for myself in the caw 

Of the crow, in the colours of the sky. 


(1 was not meant to be contained by walls.) 


belong among the woods, the rocks; 
Every blade of grass calls my name, 

Branches beckon me with their chlorophyll 
Fingertips, welcoming me into their midst. 


(All I need is the open air and the earth beneath my feet.) 


[want to sink into this mossy mattress, I want 
‘To stay here so long that my fingers grow into roots. 
Anchor me to the ground, keep me here in the dirt 
‘And the grass. Never have I flta softer pillow. 

want to cover myself in ivy and wild roses, I want to be 
Indistinguishable from the earth. 

want to make this place my home. 


(Perhaps it already is.) 


‘Next Edition: Fall 2019! 
@redeemerquest 


